THE

CONFESSIONS OF AN ETONIAN.

BOOK THE FIRST.
CHAPTER I
* HERE'S Harry crying!" And on the instant,
my brother awoke the elder ones to -witness and
enjoy the astounding truth.
" What makes you think that ?n I replied, in
as resolute a tone as a throat choking with
anguish would admit of.
" Why, you're crying now," added another
brother; " I see the tears shining in the moon-
light"
" Only a little," I at length admitted; and3
satisfied with the concession, my numerous
brethren composed themselves once more to
sleep in the corners of the carriage, on dieir
way to Eton? leaving my eldest brother's pointer
and myself at the bottom, to our own reflections